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An Evening in College. 31 

Thy rosy cheek and thy forehead high. 

Bear promise most dear to a mother's eye. 

The first tells of years of health for thee ; 

The second of mind's high destiny. 

The silken locks that so lightly press 

Around each fair temple's calm recess, 

And shining fall on thy neck of snow, 

Oh ! far more dear are titan Ophir's glow. 

Thy limbs, in infantine beauty cast, 

Tell of a vigour and grace to last ; 

And thy guileless spirit, so frank and free, 

Oh I dearer still is, than all to me ! 

Vain were the wish ! vain were the prayer ! 

That sorrow might ne'er mingle bitterness there ! 

My darling boy ! I ask not, oh no 1 

That thou escape what each mortal must know. 

I ask not that treasures of wealth be thine, 

And fame ope the shafts of that golden mine : 

Far higher my hopes aspire for thee, 

Through the clouds of time to eternity ! 

There may I find thee a spirit of light, 

When earth has returned to a chaos of night. 



AN EVENING IN COLLEGE. 

"Curse this Hilary Examination ; it is always unfortunate to me," 
exclaimed O'Reilly, an unlucky junior 3ophister, who had been cau- 
tioned that day by the inexorable Doctor. ■— , and who now, with 

the aid of a few friends, a spatch-oock, and some three-year-old Octo- 
ber, was endeavouring to banish eare, in the drawing-room floor of No. 
— , Botany-bay-square. 

" Oderunt hilar em tristes," said one of his companions ; *' but, se- 
riously, my dear fellow, don't let it lie too heavy upon your spirits ; bet- 
ter men than you have had their exertions rewarded before this, by 
Lord Antrim's premium." 

" True, Roper," said a young freshman of the name of King, who 
acted as vice-president, filling his glass from a bottle of Sneyd; " your 
arguments are unanswerable. Portma oecupa." 

" And when you read mechanics in the same ratio in which you drink 
rea-eris — but you are not drinking," continued Roper, addressing the 
gentleman who sat next him. 

" I'm not well to-night ; I cannot enjoy the wine." 

" I do not doubt it ; valeat possessor <>portet si comportatis — you re- 
collect what follows." 

A vehement knocking on the table, which made the glasses bound 
again, rewarded this sally. O'Reilly's temper was, however, too much 
depressed to be roused by the noisy mirth of his company ; and though 
he swallowed bumper after bumper, it was in silence and with the 
parching thirst of fever, rather than with the desire of a cheerful sti- 
mulus. He was evidently tortured by a feeling of anguish, arising from 
a sense of disgrace ; but his misery was unheeded by his guests, who 
were too much engrossed in proposing toasts and quailing healths, to re- 
mark him. Meanwhile, the straggling fire of conversation was main- 
tained along the table. 

" What ao you think of White's last sermon ?" asked Mr. Parkinson, 
an embryo divine. 

" Is it sermonum candide judex, you mean ?" 
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" I saw Celeste dance last night — what an angel !" 

" Quo te ccelestis duceret ires," said Roper. 

" Right ; but there would be no sapientia in the case then." 

" I forget who got the medal last time." 

" Oh, it was that tall awkward fellow, Knox." 

" Ut nox longa," chimed in the worthy vice." 

" Mischief's own row last week in St. Giles's," said Smith, trigesi- 
mus Septimus. " How the Irish are hated by the inhabitants of the 
' village.* " 

" A good reason for it ; metuentes Pat-txim verbera," growled out 
Mr. Murphy, an athletic, pugnacious personage, who had been fre- 
quently ' up before Sir Richard.' 

" A fair hit that." 

" I saw last week a thing I could hardly think credible," remarked a 
young gentleman, who, in the parlance of ' Bell's Life,' belonged to the 
' canine fancy,' " a bull-terrier beaten by a small monkey." 

" It could not be ; neque pugno victus." 

" I'll bet you a crown it's the fact." 

" Done !" and the wager was taken up by a character well known in 
— — — 's billiard-rooms. 

" Don't bet with him," said Roper, "he always wins ; dicitnr carp- 
sisse coronas." 

" O, you are a complete screw." 

"Yes, yes, fire away; gladio *cnrtare." 

" Come, come, gentlemen, a truce with punning ; it's too profes- 
sional. Will any son of Apollo favour Us with a song ?" 

There was a unanimous call for Mr. 8t. Clair ; and Mr. St. Clair, a 
delicate, sentimental fellow-commoner, having apologised for a severe 
cold, began the following words, adapted to a favourite French air : 

" Nay, speak not now of second love ; 

"Ti« mockery of the heart — 
*Tii the sickly bloom of ■ dying flower, 
The dream of a happier Manner hour, 
When we swore that we ne'er would part." 

" Too whining ; it won't do," interrupted all, and they immediately 
darted into the jovial glee, " of all the birds on bush and tree." In 
this manner the hours passed on — and many such evenings are spent in 
College. About two o'clock in the morning the festive band broke up — 
Roper, at O'Reilly's request, remaining with him. 

" Come, Roper," said his friend, as he closed the dunomeler on the 
last of the departed, " we must not part yet. One bottle more we must 
have together — it may be our last." 

" I have taken too much already ; my head is aching." 

" And mine — ay, heart and brain alike are burning. Oh, God ! what 
am I come to ? Drink, Roper, drink— drain the inspiriting cup, as I 
do. Look how it enlivens me — 'tis Lethe, man — the real Lethe. I'm 
happy now, most happy !" and a flood of tears drowned further expres- 
sion of his agony. 

Roper took his hand, and pressed it : " My dear friend, do not re- 
sign yourself so completely to despair. Let not your enemies see they 
have the power to crush you so. In a few years, when you will be wear- 
ing a silk gown — for all their cautions can't destroy your talents — yon 
will look back upon this event, to laugh at it." 

" A few years ! — a few days, Roper, and I shall be forgotten ; I am 
heart-broken ; my hopes are destroyed ; my name is recorded on a roll 
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of infamy. Think you I could ever bear to see my friends ? That, at 
least, I shall avoid. To-morrow I shall take my name off their books— 
an hour after I shall be on board an American packet. And now, Roper, 
good night. You will see me again. We ace old friends ; and I never 
found you false. God bless you ; may you be more successful than your 
ill-fated friend. I hope yon may soon sit in a Fellow's stall." 

There was something in the tone of Ms voice, in his words, his look — 
something breathing of calm and reckless despair, which awed Roper's 
very soul and froze his blood. He grasped his friend's hand — felt his 
pulse ; it was regular and even ; his colour was not flushed, but rather 
pale ; and his eye, steady and collected, had resisted the influence of 
the wine. He looked on him earnestly and inquiringly: "O'Reilly, 
give me your word and honour, that you intend nothing rash." 

O'Reilly smiled. " Nothing cash, Roper ; I have deliberated and 
determined. Was it Ants»iy who gave a aupper to his friends the 
night before he died ? But although I am an nn&rtnnate Connaught 
Papist, I am not going to play the Jtojpan," 

And Roper was satisfied and deceived. 

A few minutes before the bell tolled next morning for early chapel, 
the student occupying the groundrfloor of O'Reilly's building, and who 
already was employed linking Greek iambics on the classical subject of 
" Bhurtpour," (enjoying in anticipation the emoluments of the vice- 
chancellor's prize,) was alarmed by the report -of a pis|tol-shet, proceed- 
ing from the room above him. Rushing jipjsjtairs, he jfound a crowd of 
students already assembled at the 4°°*' rA* «ntiran«e was gnickly 
forced ; and Roper's auspicious . wess fatally wM&ed. Stretched on the 
floor, a stream of blood trickling from i* s^de, lay all,4hat remained of 
the wretched O'Reilly- He «yas .quite dead. A small pocket-pistol 
was gtasped tightly in his right hand ; his eyes j«ere covered by his left. 
An unsealed letter, directed to, B*per| was on the table ^— its contents 
never transpired. 

Late next evening, afaneraL vcond#cted ja the most private manner, 
entered the burying-gronnd attached to Ski Catherine's church ; and a 
grave, dug in the loneliest and least observed part, was filled up ;— but 
no head-stone or inscription appeared as memento of him who slept be- 
neath. P. S. B. 

* m * "We understand that the gentleman by whom this napless young man 
had been "etwtianed," was never afterwards known t» resort to that mode of 
discipline. 
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T? v (he (lack at iilnea* brooding in (he sky , 
"ttbliJM ofSbllerertr* rtmnd*(hy'p»th of woe, 
And by (fee weight'sfmortategwy 
I,aid on thy drooping few, «sd pile, meek brow, 
My heart watan'd: (he burden ttf thy pain 
Sank on me with a*mystery" and a chain.. 

J looVdjoncemore— -a«d,4p (he virtue shed 
For(h from (hy robe of old, so fell a ray 
Of victory from thy mein 1 And round (hy head 
The halo, meKing spirit-like away, 
Seemed of the very soul's bright rising, born 
To glorify all sorrow, shame, and scorn ! 
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